64            STRAY
244
MY heart is homesick to-day for the one sweet hour across the sea of time.
245
THE bird-song is the  echo of the morning light back from the earth.
246
" ARE you too proud to kiss me ?n the morning light asks the buttercup.
247
" How may I sing to thee and worship, O Sun ?" asked the little flower.
"By the simple silence of thy purity/5 answered the sun.